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Sulin, who had been posted to the division with Andreyanov,
The Red commander, a tall, fiery-moustached man wittf
lint-white hair cut so short that it bristled, stood with bare
feet on the ochre-painted floor, shifting from foot to foot,
occasionally giving the colonel a swift glance.  The cossacks
had left him only his soldier's shirt of yellow, unbleache^
cotton, and in exchange for his own trousers had given him
ragged   and  badly-patched  cossack   trousers  with  faded
stripes. As Gregor went over to the table he saw the prisoner
make a swift, awkward attempt to cover his naked body,
pulling his trousers, torn at the seat, around him.
" The Orlov Provincial Military Commissariat, you say ? "
the colonel asked, swiftly glancing at the man over his
spectacles. He lowered his eyes again and, half-closing them,
turned to examining a document in his hands.
" Yes/'
" In the autumn of last year ? "
" At the end of the autumn."
" You're lying ! "
" I'm telling the truth/'
" I repeat that you are lying I "
The man shrugged his shoulders and said nothing.
The colonel looked at Gregor and said, nodding con-
temptuously in the prisoner's direction :
" Here, come and admire ! A former officer of the Imperial
Army, but now, as you see, a Bolshevik. He's got caught,
and now he wants to tell us that he was with the Reds by
accident, that he was mobilised. He lies as naively and
absurdly as a|high school girl, and thinks we're going to
believe him. But he hasn't got the courage to admit that4
he's been a traitor to his fatherland. . . . He's afraid, the
scoundrel! "
Speaking with difficulty, the man said :
" I gather, colonel, that you've got sufficient courage to
insult a prisoner, . . /*
ft I don't talk to scoundrek ! "
^ But I've got to speak ! "
" Be careful! Don't force me to insult you in a more
active fashion! "
" That is easy enough for you in your position, and, most
important of all, you ran no risk in doing so ! "
Gregor, who had not said a word, sat down at the table